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consequence, the one that specially took my boyish
fancy. I was therefore looking forward to it with
peculiar delight and now that we were on its threshold
I resolved to watch carefully and follow closely each
of its different phases. But there was a special reason
besides why the Spring was welcome to me. We
were promised a great move forward in the West,
and so I was studying weather-conditions and
anxiously awaiting the news from the Front. And
we hadn't to wait long. For one morning early in
March came the long-expected news of our offensive
at Neuve Chapelle. The next day brought fuller
details of our splendid achievement. We were told
how the artillery by concentrated fire blew the
German trenches to pieces and how gallantly the
men raced across the open and bayonetted or cap-
tured the unnerved and well-nigh dazed Huns.
The papers for days afterwards were full of this
great success and our little village was not behind
the rest in manifesting its patriotic jubilation at the
good news. For the first time, I saw the dull unin-
spiring eyes and the habitually impassive faces of
our villagers light up with real joy. It seemed that
at last we were coming in for our due! Specially so,
when some time after we heard of the taking of
Hill 60 and were told of its strategic importance.
Being by birth, sentiment, and conviction a Pro-
Britisher, I naturally shared the general enthusiasm
I found around me; still somehow I felt all along a
lurking suspicion that considering the type of foe
we had to deal with our successes could not in the
nature of things be so overwhelming as they were in